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went out into the downpour and walked toward the Seine.
At Gauthier-Villars5 he found closed doors: there was a strike
going on. He left Gauthier-Villars5, followed the Rue Dauphine,
sonorous with the cries of coachmen and the screeching of tram-
cars which passed along the neighbouring tracks. This over-
laden street in Old Paris was hopelessly encumbered. The pave-
ment barely allowed two lines of traffic to pass, and for the
numerous pedestrians at this hour of the afternoon the sidewalk
was very narrow. Pierre, by instinct, sought for a free road. He
walked sometimes on the stone curb, sometimes in the street
itself, with the uneven step of a man who pursues his thoughts.
What was he thinking of then, with his eyes concentrated and
his face so grave? Of an experiment he was making? Of his
friend Urbain's work, explained in the note to the Academy
which he now carried in his pocket? Of Marie? . . .
He had been treading the asphalt for several minutes behind
a closed cab which slowly rolled along toward the Font Neuf.
At the corner of the street and the Quai, the noise was intense:
a tramcar going toward the Place de la Concorde had just
passed along the river. Cutting across its route, a heavy wagon
drawn by two horses emerged from the bridge and entered the
Rue Dauphine at a trot,
Pierre wanted to cross the pavement and reach the other side-
walk. With the sudden movement of an absent-minded man,
he abandoned the shelter of the cab, the square box which had
been obscuring his view, and made a few steps toward the
left. *But he ran into one of the horses of the wagon, which was
passing the cab at that same second. The space between
the two vehicles narrowed dizzily. Surprised, Pierre, in
an awkward movement, attempted to hang on to the chest
of the animal, which suddenly reared. The scientist's heels
slipped on the wet pavement. A cry arose, made of a dozen
shouts of horror: Pierre had fallen beneath the feet of the
powerful horses. Pedestrians cried "Stop! Stop!" The driver
pulled on the reins, but in vain: the team of horses kept on.
Pierre was down, but alive and unhurt. He did not cry out
and hardly moved. His body passed between the feet of the